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Abstract
THE hellish crack of the last stick of bombs dies away to an ominous muttering among the
cleaves and crannies of the ancient limestone crags. The gods of war seem to reflect a moment...
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THE hellish crack of the last stick of bombs dies away to an ominous muttering among the cleaves and crannies of the 
ancient limestone crags. The gods of war seem to reflect a mo-
ment. Then, as the last hostile plane fades into the night, the 
moon dances out from a brackish cloud, and the renewed song 
of the crickets announces, "All clear." 
Up from the jagged rock-strewn pit, so welcome, warm, and 
friendly just two hours past, we stand erect, and with a last 
cautious look at the eastern sky, doff our helmets and "light 'em 
up." Face down in the mud there is no light; there are no friends. 
Even the frightened grip of the man nearest on the right seems 
impersonal and far away. The last beauty and the best of life 
are things, not for the future, but of the past. But, look! We're 
still alive! 
Now stumble, slip, and fall; over the paddies and up the 
trail. Split up, you say? To find the nearest way?—All alone now, 
and yet, not lonely. There is a mystical sweetness on the soft 
damp air, so touched with silver shimmering moon-kissed mist. 
There, now. That's the trail to take. It's longer than the other, 
but it goes down by the creek. 
Polished mirrors running through the slick deep black of 
soft mud banks. And up ahead, growing close to the path, are 
the wide leafy branches of the tung-nut tree, now hung wet with 
dew. See that silver spangled chain of web; it stands like a bar-
rier across our way. Look; smell; don't touch. No man could cut 
those tender fingers, spread gauze-like from nowhere into no-
where. 
Stumble, slip, and fall; down off the trail into knee-deep mud. 
Scratched and torn and worn out, heavily we sweat our way 
around that gate standing so delicately against our might. 
The compound is near; there's still a light. Guns and helmets 
clank and scrape to jostle the nerves of men so tired they are 
still awake. 
"Geez! Where you guys been? To the States and back?" 
"Naw! We got lost. It's darker'n hell out there." 
"Shaddup! Leave me get some sleep." 
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